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Joe Bob Briggs, Prop. 


Gluteus Maximus Jamboree 


his is the time of year when I always make my 

physical fitness resolutions. This year I plan to 

pull the cigarette-machine lever three times a day 

instead of my customary two. This creates additional 

firmness in the upper arm and wrist. Because, after 
all, we can’t be too careful with our health. 

And that’s why I wanna share with you the Joe 







Marla Maples’ Journey to Fitness will stir the Muzak-lover in you, but Cindy Crawford will wake 
you up again as she manipulates every muscle—and we mean every muscle—in her mega-body. 


INSIDE: Jessica Hahn's? Enormous Talents, Jason'sNew Contract 


Bob Briggs Review of new workout tapes. After all, 
we live in the era of mixed physical-fitness signals. 
I mean, Clinton jogs every morning—but he jogs 
straight into McDonald’s. He exercises his legs every 
day—but they still look like giant hamhocks on a 
corny-dog stick. He’s supposed to be the youth presi- 
dent—and he wears a sweatshirt normally seen only 







on nursing-home attendants. 

In other words, you need a workout tape you can 
trust in the nineties, a tape that will keep you fit and 
keep you fashionable at the same time, and who 
better to provide one than... 

Marla Maples. 

That’s right. Marla Maples Journey To Fitness is 
on the video shelves now, and our girl has invested 
in a pair of hot-orange bicycle pants just for the 
occasion. “Don’t think I’ve gone through my life 
without worrying about my figure!” she warns us in 
a humanely brief opening monologue. “At one point 
I was twenty pounds overweight!” 

So I did the workout with Marla. First we did 
some “gentle limbering movements.” I did my gentle 
limbering movements on the sofa. Marla did her 
gentle limbering movements in a condo with a lot of 
plants normally found only in Omaha bank lobbies. 
After a while, we were both ready to work that lower 
body. 

We did squats, we did “demi-squats,” we did 
lunges, and we got up on the balls of our feet and 
worked those calves. Then Marla got down on her 
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knees and stuck her butt way up in the air, 
for leg-lifts, and then got on her side for 
scissor-kick lifts, and then she said, _ 
“Now let’s work the inner thigh,” and g 
I decided I would just watch for a § 
while. 

Marla has the only fitness tape 
designed with music never previ- 
ously heard outside the elevators 
of airport Ramada Inns. And, 
instead of the typical peppy get- 
your-hiney-kicking aerobics 
voice, she has this Valium Voice 
that sounds like a Ford Model — 
asking for a better table at Lutece. 
So when she says something like, 
“Tuck your pelvis slightly so your 
back doesn’t arch,” it has the same 
effect as when Sharon Stone sits 
in that chair with her legs crossed 
and the camera at high-heel level. 

The other strange thing is 
that she never sweats. The tape 
goes on for forty-five minutes, 
and she wears mascara, lipstick, 
and gold earrings without ever 
disturbing a single cell on her com- 
plexion. Meanwhile, the Donald- 
Trump-approved camera is circling 
her like a bald eagle hunting for prey 
while she “feels those chest muscles 
getting firm” and works toward the 
climax of the video: “Lift the heels 
toward the ceiling.” 

Ahem. 

At the end of the workout Marla shares with us 
her philosophy of life, which includes visualizing 
herself running down the beach in white lingerie to 
solve her weight problem. Fortunately, her complete 
philosophy of life only takes about ninety seconds. 

Marla Maples Journey To Fitness—yes, indeedy, 
panty-hose are required. 

-Let’s not dwell on it. 

Are you 97 years old but still want a daily 
aerobics routine? Try Dixie Carter’s Unworkout, a 
tape that doesn’t have a single moment of actual 
exercise anywhere in it. A tape so free of physical 
activity that you're given the option of sitting on the 
floor in the lotus position or, if you don’t like that, 
just sitting in a chair. Dixie’s opening monologue, 
delivered in ivory-white lounging pajamas, includes 
references to osteoporosis, “orthopedic problems,” 
and what to do “if your feet are cold or subject to 
cramps.” 

Then Dixie gets down on the carpet and shows us 
“how I’ve managed to maintain myself.” One thing 
she does is get in touch with the beam of light that 
runs up her spine and causes “little fairy elves” to 
dance on top of her ears. Another thing she does is 
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This woman, believe it or not, is exercising. 


breathe a lot, because “to breathe is truly a miracle.” 

For about an hour, Dixie rustles around on her 
pile carpet, stretching her arms and legs and folding 
herself into various balloon-animal shapes, in aroom 
full of antique furniture and a painting of a cow 
behind her, while we listen to flute and piano music 
that reminds you of Sunday brunch on a cruise ship. 
Meanwhile, she tosses off equal parts New Age 
meditation lingo like “flow with the breath” and “lift 
your heart up to heaven” and “reconnect with your 
inner source,” and down-home practical advice like 
“Let’s stretch that ole spine!” and “This is really great 
for the tummy-tum-tum” and “My sacroiliac is say- 
ing, ‘Thank you, Dixie, thank you.” And then some- 
times she stops talking and moving completely, and 
just sits there meditating. 

After watching this tape, and being filled with 
non-stop talk of peace, love and meditation, I wanted 
to go out and order a steak, put on a bowling shirt, 
and buy a handgun, just to decompress. 

That’s why I’m happy to report that—last but not 
least—there is yet one more new workout tape on the 
market, and it will blot out all memory of any other 
workout tape you’ve ever watched. 

When I watched the Marla Maples tape, Ithought, 
“Now there’s a woman with a great bod.” 

Then I watched Cindy Crawford Shape Your 
Body Workout. 

No, Marla, youre a skag. 

This Cindy Crawford tape is like a two-hour 
MTV video of aerobics as an Olympic sport. Cindy 
brings her personal trainer on the video with her— 
Radu, the mad Romanian, who looks like one of those 
sadists who coach girls gymnastics teams. Radu kind 
of circles around in the background, shouting out 
instructions like “Head rolls!” and “Udder way!” and 
“Sidevays!” and all this time Cindy is decked out in 





a black swimsuit working her tushie off, in the most 
amazingly complex series of exercises I’ve ever seen 
a single human being do. She swings her legs in 
every direction including “sidevays,” highkicks from 
a squat, does leg lifts that Michael Jordan probably 
couldn’t do, does push-ups, uses weights, does seven- 
teen kinds of sit-ups, crunches, twists, curls, tricep 
work, butt work, thigh work, abdominal work, and 
allthe time she’s gulping water and sweating, breath- 
ing hard, and Radu keeps egging her on, deciding at 
one point that she should do fifty “butt squeezes.” 
(Don’t ask.) | 
And all this time she’s got these great Steadicam 
shots of Cindy on Soho rooftops, Cindy in a grungy 
studio, Cindy on the beach, always doing three sets 
of these East European torture techniques, and she’s 
backed up by great music by Primal Scream and The 


-. Smithereens and other eighties bands, and when 


she finished this thing, I was exhausted. 
She does these things called “hip circles.” 
Let’s dwell on it. | 
If you know what I mean and I think you do. 
Marla: Two stars. 
Dixie: Three stars. 
Cindy: Four stars. 
Joe Bob says check it out. You'll never forget it. 





This woman is by-God exercising. 


While trying to figure out what the heck’s going on in Colorado . . . 


Jessica Hahn’s Bustin’ Loose 


hat if you can’t decide whether to boycott 
Colorado or not? 

I don’t mean to whine, but I’ve been trying to 

figure this thing out for weeks now. 





People scoffed at Jessica Hahn’s acting career, until 


... Bikini Summer 2. 

I can’t even figure out what the hell it was they 
voted on. 

Here’s what I think they voted on—an amend- 
ment to the constitution to make it illegal to pass 
laws that give anti-discrimination rights to homo- 
sexuals. In other words, you’ve got these statewide 
rights, and then you’ve got these local rights, and so 
the statewide rights are stronger than the local 
rights—except the statewide rights are not rights at 
all, but a statement that you can’t give these rights. 
And you ask the people who were behind this how 
they could even come up with something this convo- 
luted, and you know what their answer is? 





“Because homosexuals already have these rights.” 

In other words, they were doing the homosexuals 
a favor, by getting rid of one of the rights they don’t 
need anymore. 

So this makes me wanna boycott Colo- 
rado, just on the basis of it being full of people 
who have way too much time on their hands. 

But let’s face it. Anybody who doesn’t live 
in Colorado is basically gonna go to three or 
four places—Denver, Boulder, Colorado 
Springs, Aspen, or one of the pseudo-Aspen 
ski towns that I can never remember the 
names of. In other words, all the places that 
sell coyote paperweights and teddy-bear buf- 
faloes and pictures of squaws kneeling in the 
sunset. 

So, if you boycott these places, you’re 
boycotting the only places in Colorado that 
were opposed to the amendment. Who do you 
think makes all that orange pottery in the 
first place? It doesn’t seem like a very good 
idea to express your solidarity with the gay 
population by putting a bunch of lesbian 
ceramics dealers in Birkenstock sandals out 
of business, does it? 

I mean, it’s not like anybody’s going to 
say, “Okay! That’s it! Colorado needs to be 
taught a lesson! I’m never ordering govern- 
ment documents from Pueblo for the rest of 
my life!” 

Or how about the people who say they’re 
not going skiing in Colorado this year? In- 
stead they’re going to Utah. Now there’s 
some progressive people. Be sure to stop off 
at one of those great after-hours leather bars 
in Provo. They love gays. 

Then you've got the issue of your Colo- 
rado politicians, all of whom say they wanna 
get the amendment repealed. The media 
says this. The people you meet on the street 
say this. It’s not like Alabama in the fifties, when you 
asked people “Why are you opposed to integration?” 
and they would say “Why don’t you stay out of our 
business? It’s a local matter.” No, these people aren’t 
saying, “We like it this way.” They’re saying, “We 
screwed up.” So my question is, “Who did vote for the 
thing in the first place?” Are they saying that that 
overwhelming Durango vote forced this thing on 
everybody else? 

No, it’s too weird. I say we go back to the begin- 
ning and read the goldang amendment again. Maybe 
the thing is just so complicated that they actually 
gave homosexuals more rights, but we just read it 
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| add $1.57 sales tax. 
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wrong. 

Until that time, ’m boycotting Gunnison and 
Grand Junction only. Of course, I’ve always boy- 
cotted Aspen. 

Is it possible to boycott half of the state? 

I’m writing to Pueblo to find out what my rights 
are. 

Speaking of people who need to clarify their 
intentions, Jessica Hahn has taken up acting lately, 
and everybody scoffed .. . until Bikini Summer 2. 
Every actress in Hollywood wanted to play the nym- 
phomaniac Home Shopping Network addict who 
rolls around her bed all day dressed in Victoria’s 
Secret lingerie, fantasizing about Jeff Conaway. But 
only Jessica believed in herself enough to get that 
part and then deliver the performance of a lifetime. 

I have to say, I had trouble following the plot of 
Bikini Summer 2, because I didn’t see Bikini Sum- 
mer 1. But I will say that this movie should be 
entered in evidence as part of Jeff Conaway’s lawsuit 
against the National Enquirer. Jeff is suing the 
Enkie over that story where they said that, after Taxi 
went off the air, he badgered his friends to get him 
jobs and boozed it up while his career went down the 
toilet. 

Down the toilet, my butt. He not only takes a 
featured role in Bikini Summer 2, but he directed it, 
and he conceived the “original story.” 

Let’s see if I can sum up that story for you. Two 
sisters who wear bikinis all the time decide to bring 
a homeless couple home to live with them. The 
homeless guy plays guitar and sings lame love songs. 
But their dad, who spends all day being tied up by a 
big-breasted dominatrix who is also the Los Angeles 
district attorney, kicks them out of the house for 
having a pool party and damaging his golf clubs. 
Then they open a nightclub and “party down.” Copy- 
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Read About Joe Bob’s Spear 


Joe Bob Briggs, the real founder of the Men’s Movement, now publishes his 
_ long-awaited volume on relationships among the “assorted sexes,” Jron Joe Bob. 
' He goes through all the five phases of the path to manhood: Sweating, Yelling, 
| Crying, Drum-Beating, and Ripping Your Shirt Off Even If It’s Expensive. 


For a measly $19, youcan order your very own autographed copy of Iron Joe 
Bob. Just fill out the order form below and send check, MO or Visa/MC to P.O. 
' Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. Please add $2 shipping and handling. TX residents 


State 


“Bobby ‘Tom-Tom’ Bly says you need to go out into the woods for three days to ‘find 


your wild man.’ In Texas we get the same result in three hours. It’s called ‘beer.”” 
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right 1992, Jeff Conaway, registered with the Writ- 
ers Guild of America West. 

Seventy-one breasts. High-heel licking. Home- 
less pool party. Garbage-eating. Wet T-shirt contest. 


' Gratuitous Venice boardwalk montage (the 361st 


one this year). Gratuitous bodybuilders. Two gratu- 
itous showers. Mouse Trap Fu. Drive-In Academy 
Award nominations for Maureen Flaherty, as the 
numero-uno bimbo daughter, for saying “You need a 
bath!”; Melinda Armstrong, as the older bimbo sister 
with an attitude, for saying “You slut!”; Robert 
Miano, as the singing homeless guy, for doing three 
lounge songs in their entirety, each one more awful 
than the one before, and for saying “With a little 
work this place could be something”; Richard 
Arbolino, for getting down on the floor and squealing 
like a pig as a form of sexual gratification, and for 
saying “Money doesn’t grow on trees”; and Jessica 
Hahn, for doing 95 per cent of her performance in 
bed. 

Two stars. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 


R.LP. 


Swap Shop Drive-In 
Delray Beach, Florida 


Republican Alert! The Swap Shop Drive-In in 
Delray Beach, Florida, was dismantled with our 
tax money as part of a Federal Highway “beauti- 
fication project.” That leaves only one operating 
drive-in in Palm Beach County—the Trail Drive- 
In in Lake Worth. And people wonder why East 
Germany collapsed. Vicki Bowles of Boca Raton 
reminds us that, without eternal vigilance, it can 
happen here. 

















border town, made for only $7,000 by 23-year-old Robert 

Rodriguez in his directing debut, about a mariachi who 
is mistaken for a hit man and introduced to a violent underworld. 
Starring Carlos Gallardo, Consuelo Gomez, Reinol Martinez, 
Peter Marquardt. Columbia. Theatrical. First quarter. 

Twin Peaks: Fire Walk With Me: Big-screen version of the 
David Lynch television series, starring Sheryl Lee as high school 
homecoming queen Laura Palmer, in a story that traces the seven 
days leading up to her mysterious death. Also starring David 
Bowie, Chris Isaak, Harry Dean Stanton, Moira Kelly, James 
Marshall, Ray Wise, Madchen Amick, Kyle MacLachlan, 
Keifer Sutherland. New Line. $99.99. Jan. 6. 

The Absent-Minded Professor: Video release of the classic 
comedy starring Fred MacMurray and “Flubber,” his gravity- 
defying formula for flying rubber. Also starring Ed Wynn, Keenan 
Wynn and Nancy Olson. Walt Disney. $19.99. Jan. 8. 

Davy Crockett: King of the Wild Frontier: Video release of the 
adventure drama starring Fess Parker as the legendary folk hero. 
Walt Disney. $19.99. Jan. 8. 

Pollyanna: Video release of the Hayley Mills classic about an 
orphan who brings sunshine into the lives of everyone she meets. 
Walt Disney. $19.99. Jan. 8. 

The Sword and the Rose: Video release of the epic love story, 
starring Glynis Johns and Richard Todd, set in the days of 
Henry VIII. Walt Disney. $19.99. Jan. 8. 

Nowhere To Run: Action flick starring Jean-Claude Van 
Damme as a fugitive hiding in a small town, where he befriends 
Rosanna Arquette, a widow fighting developers trying to drive 
her off her land, along with her son Kieran Culkin. Also starring 
Ted Levine, Joss Ackland. Columbia. Theatrical. Jan. 15. 

3 Ninjas: Comedy starring three little boys—Michael 
Treanor, Max Elliott Slade and Chad Power—who are taken 
hostage and have to rely on the martial-arts techniques taught by 
their grandfather, Victor Wong, to outfight an army of adult 
ninjas. Also starring Rand Kingsley as an evil arms dealer and 
Alan McRae as the boys’ FBI-agent father. Touchstone. $94.95. 
Jan. 20. 

 Hexed: Comedy thriller starring Arye Gross as a hotel clerk 
who falls for beautiful model Claudia Christian, who turns out to 
be crazy. Also starring Adrienne Shelly, Norman Fell. Colum- 
bia. Theatrical. Jan. 22. : 

The Great Muppet Caper: Video release of the theatrical film 
in which Miss Piggy is framed for a series of London burglaries, 
sending Kermit, Fozzie, Gonzo and the others ona quest to solve the 
mystery. Starring John Cleese, Diana Rigg, Charles Grodin, 
Jack Warden, Peter Ustinov. Jim Henson. $24.99. Jan. 29. 

It’s the Muppets!: A two-volume set, collecting vignettes from 
the classic TV show where the Muppets first gained their popular- 
ity. Jim Henson. $12.99 (each). Jan. 29. 

Jim Henson’s Muppet Babies: Three volumes of the seven- 
time Emmy-winning animated series. Jim Henson. $12.99 (each). 
Jan. 29. 

The Muppet Movie: Video release of the first full-length 
Muppet movie, in which Kermit heads for Hollywood to be a star. 
Starring Richard Pryor, Bob Hope, Dom DeLuise, Charles 
Durning, MiltonBerle,Orson Welles.JimHenson.$24.99.Jan.29. 

Tale of the Bunny Picnic: Fantasy musical by Muppet creator 
Jim Henson. Jim Henson. $12.99. Jan. 29. 

Fried Green Tomatoes: Sell-through video release of the 
drama about the friendship of two girls in the backwoods of the 
Deep South, starring Kathy Bates, Jessica Tandy, Mary Stuart 
Masterson, Mary Louise Parker. MCA/Universal. $19.98. Feb. 3. 

Les Paul: The Living Legend of the Electric Guitar: Perfor- 
mance-and-interview tape on the inventor of the electric guitar, 
featuring an intimate concert filmed live at New York’s Fat 
Tuesday's, where Paul performs every Monday night, with Paul 
telling stories about his inventions and innovations, and special 
guest Jeff Baxter, best known as guitarist for the Doobie Brothers. 
Features 12 songs from the five-time Grammy Award winner, 


a l Mariachi: Action adventure set in a futuristic Mexican 


archival photographs, and old performances with Paul’s wife, 
vocalist Mary Ford, when they had a television show. BMG. $19.98 
(video). $34.98 (laserdisc). Feb. 9. 

The Chase: Action adventure about an escaped bank robber in 
a cat-and-mouse game with pursuing police. Starring Casey 
Siemaszko, Ben Johnson. Vidmark. $89.95. Feb. 10. 

Faith: Action love story about a beautiful young girl from a 
privileged background who is suddenly thrown into the violent 
streets where she’s prey to sadistic gang members, with her only 
protection a local Mafia street boss who loves her and is set on 
avenging the murder of his father. Starring Sylvia Seidel, Ami 
Dolenz. Vidmark. $92.95. Feb. 10. 

London Kills Me: Dark comedy set in the world of London drug 
dealers and squatters, about a gang leader who’s trying to break 
into the big time, while his best friend is trying to leave the gang, 
and acquire a new pair of red cowboy boots. Starring Justin 
Chadwick, Steven Mackintosh, Emer McCourt, Roshan Seth, 
Fiona Shaw, Brad Dourif. Written and directed by Hanif 
Kureishi. Live. $89.98. Feb. 10. 

Teenage Mutant Ninja Turtles: Four new episodes: “The Big 
Blow Out,” “The Big Cuff Link Caper,” “The Big Zipp Attack,” and 
“The Big Rip Off.” Family Home Entertainment. $12.98 each. 
$39.98 for all four in a gift box. Feb. 10. 

Groundhog Day: Romantic comedy starring Bill Murray as 
a weatherman who finds himself stuck in time on his least favorite 
day of the year—the day he goes to Punxsutawney, Pennsylvania, 
to cover the Groundhog Day festival. Also starring Andie 
MacDowell, Chris Elliott. Directed by Harold Ramis. Colum- 
bia. Theatrical. Feb. 12. 

Duplicates: Sci-fi thriller starring Gregory Harrison and 
Kim Greist as a young couple whose missing son is found with a 
new family and no memory of his former life; they soon discover 
that they, too, are targets of secret experiments to transfer their 
memories to computer banks. Also starring Cicely Tyson, Kevin 
McCarthy. Paramount. $99.99. Feb. 17. 

One Against the Wind: Video release of an Emmy-winning 
“Hallmark Hall of Fame” suspense drama starring Judy Davis as 
a beautiful British socialite in World War II who puts her family and 
her life in jeopardy by guiding Allied soldiers through Nazi- 
occupied France to safety. Also starring Sam Neill. pegublic. 
$89.98. Feb. 17. 

The Swordsman: Sword-and-sorcery action adventure star- 
ring Lorenzo Lamas as a police detective who must battle a 
legendary warrior from the past who breaks through time barriers 
in his quest for the priceless sword of Alexander the Great. Also 
starring Claire Stansfield, Michael Champion. — $89. 98 
(video). $29.98 (laserdisc). Feb. 17. 

Treacherous Crossing: Suspense thriller starring ii aisay 
Wagner as a newlywed heiress whose husband disappears during 
her honeymoon cruise, and who must defend herself against 
charges of insanity with the help of new friend Angie Dickinson. 
Also starring Grant Show, Joseph Bottoms. Paramount. $99.99. 
Feb. 17. 

Amos and Andrew: Comedy starring Samuel L. Jackson as 
a black playwright who takes up residence on an exclusive vacation 
island and is mistaken for a burglar in his own home, then 
victimized by evil sheriff Dabney Coleman, who tries to get rid of 
him by springing small-time burglar Nicolas Cage out of jail in 
return for a promise to take the unwanted black man hostage. Also 
starring Michael Lerner, Margaret Colin, Brad Dourif. Co- 
lumbia. Theatrical. Feb. 19. 

Alien Intruder: Sci-fi erotic adventure about four convicts on 
a mission to rescue a crippled spaceship from a place where no one 
has ever returned, where they encounter a computer virus alien in 
the form of a beautiful and seductive woman, Tracy Scoggins, 
who pits one man against the other and forces them to make a 
choice between fantasy and reality. Also starring Billy Dee Wil- 
liams, Maxwell Caulfield, Tracy Scoggins, Gary Roberts, 
Richard Cody, Stephen Davies, Shano Palovich, Jeff 
Conaway. PM. $89.95. Feb. 24. 


CAN'T WAIT FOR... 


Apache Uprising: Video release of the 1965 western starring 
Rory Calhoun as an ex-rebel turned lawman and DeForest 
Kelly as a twitchy-fingered gunslinger. (Recorded in EP mode.) 
Paramount/Gateway. Feb. 24. 

Arrivederci, Baby!: Video release of the 1966 comedy starring 
Tony Curtis as a man whose wives keep turning up dead. (Re- 
corded in EP mode.) Paramount/Gateway. Feb. 24. 

The Assassination Bureau: Video release of the 1968 comedy 
about a society of assassins who are challenged to 
kill their own chairman. Starring Oliver Reed, 
Diana Rigg. (Recorded in EP mode.) Paramount/ 
Gateway. Feb. 24. 

The Atomic City: Video release of the 1952 
thriller starring Gene Barry as an atomic scien- 
tist whose son is kidnapped and ransomed for the 
secrets of the H-bomb. (Recorded in EP mode.) 
Paramount/Gateway. Feb. 24. 

Boeing Boeing: First video release of the 1965 
comedy starring Tony Curtis as a correspondent 
based in Paris living with three stewardesses, who 
are never home at the same time, and Jerry 
Lewis as the mischievous friend who blackmails 
his way into the spare bedroom. Paramount.$14.95. 
Feb. 24. 

A Breath of Scandal: Video release of the = 
1960 romantic tale, set in 1907 Vienna, starring 
Sophia Loren, Maurice Chevalier, Angela 
Lansbury and John Gavin. (Recorded in EP 
mode.) Paramount/Gateway. Feb. 24. 

Buckskin: Video release of the 1968 western 
about a tough marshall taking on the corrupt 
forces controlling a frontier town. Starring Barry 
Sullivan, Lon Chaney, John Russell. (Recorded 
in EP mode.) Paramount/Gateway. Feb. 24. 

Conquest of Space: Video release of the 1954 
science fiction thriller, produced by five-time Os- 
car winner George Pal, about a voyage into the 
future. (Recorded in EP mode.) Paramount/Gate- 
way. Feb. 24. 

Cool World: Fantasy adventure starring 
Gabriel Byrne as an underground cartoonist 
pulled into the animated universe he created by 
the voluptuous vixen Kim Basinger, a character 
who wants to be human and can achieve it by seducing her creator. 
Also starring Brad Pitt. Directed by Ralph Bakshi. Paramount. 
$99.99. Feb. 24. 

Delicatessen: Futuristic satire about a clown, Dominique 
Pinon, who moves into a rundown apartment building where he 
finds a hodgepodge of oddballs with a taste for the bizarre. Directed 
by Jean-Pierre Jeunet and Marc Caro. Miramax/Paramount. 
$99.99. Feb. 24. 

Desperate Characters: Video release of the 1971 story of a 
childless middle-aged couple living in a dying area in New York. 
Starring Shirley MacLaine. (Recorded in EP mode.) Paramount/ 
Gateway. Feb. 24. 

Forever Female: Video release of the 1954 romantic comedy 
starring Ginger Rogers and William Holden. (Recorded in EP 
mode.) Paramount/Gateway. Feb. 24. 

Godzilla, King of the Monsters: Video release of the 1956 
Japanese sci-fi thriller about the monster who takes revenge when 
H-bomb testing disturbs his sleep. (Recorded in EP mode.) Para- 
mount/Gateway. Feb. 24. 

Guncrazy: Action crime flick starring Drew Barrymore as an 
abused teenager who writes passionate love letters to state prison 
inmate James LeGros, only to find herself involved in an uncon- 
trollable crime spree when he is granted early parole. Also starring 
Michael Ironside, Ione Skye. Academy. $89.95. Feb. 24. 

Here Come the Girls: First video release of the 1954 musical 
comedy starring Bob Hope as a clumsy chorus boy trying to catch 
a criminal, and featuring singers Tony Martin and Rosemary 
Clooney, as well as a supporting cast led by William Demarest 
and Arlene Dahl. Paramount. $14.95. Feb. 24. 

Hostage: Thriller starring Sam Neill as a British spy marked 


for death who must travel to Argentina with a plan that will either 
protect his family and the woman he loves, Talisa Soto, or destroy 
them all. Paramount. $99.99. Feb. 24. 

The Hound of the Baskervilles: First video release of the 
Sherlock Holmes mystery starring lan Richardson as the famous 
detective, hired by an absent-minded doctor, Denholm Elliott, to 
investigate the murder of Sir Charles Baskerville, whose ancestors 
have all met unexplained deaths on the haunted Baskerville Hall 





Jean-Claude Van Damme takes on his ultimate nemesis— 
a child actor—in Nowhere To Run. 


moor. Also starring Donald Churchill as Watson. Directed by 
Douglas Hickox. Paramount. $59.95. Feb. 24. 

Innocent Blood: Video release of the comedy starring Robert 
Loggia as a mob boss who meets his match in bloodthirsty vampire 
Anne Parillaud, with Anthony LaPaglia as the innocent man 
for whom she has an especially fond taste. Also starring Don 
Rickles as a nervous Mafia lawyer, and Elaine Kagan as Loggia’s 
wife. Warner. $94.99 (video). $29.98 (laserdisc). Feb. 24. 

The Last Safari: Video release of the 1967 jungle drama 
starring Stewart Granger as a hunter who sells his possessions 
so he can begin a foot safari in search of the fabled killer elephant. 
“Big Red,” who killed his best friend. Paramount. $14.95. Feb. 24. 

Legacy of Lies: Action thriller starring Michael Ontkean as 
a police detective investigating a gangland shooting who has to face 
the possibility that his father, Martin Landau, and grandfather. 
Eli Wallach, were both mobsters. MCA/Universal. $89.98 (video) 
$34.98 (laserdisc). Feb. 24. 

Light Sleeper: Suspense thriller starring Willem Dafoe as < 
New York drug-ring employee working for Susan Sarandon, anc 
the two of them have decided to leave the life—only to find out that 
a killer is out to stop him from going anywhere. Also starring Danz 
Delany, David Clennon, Mary Beth Hurt. Written and directec 
by Paul Schrader. Live. $92.98. Feb. 24. 

Little Nemo: Adventures in Slumberland: Animated fantas} 
adventure, based on the first comic strip ever published in the 
United States, about the young Nemo’s journey with his flying pe 
squirrel Icarus and his friend Professor Genius. Featuring the 
voices of Mickey Rooney, Rene Auberjonois. Vocals by Meliss: 
Manchester. Directed by William Hurtz. Hemdale. $24.95 (video) 
$34.95 (laserdisc). Feb. 24. 


n case you haven’t 

heard, Freddy is 
no longer dead. The 
seventh installment of 
A Nightmare on Elm 
Street will hit theaters 
later this year. Rea- 
son? New Line Cinema 
needs the money. But 
that’s notall. Inanorgy 
of horror-sequel over- 
kill, New Line has 
bought the rights to 
Friday the 13th from 
Paramount, and, even 
after the horror of Ja- 
son Takes Manhattan, 
our favorite hockey- 
masked killer is des- 
tined to rise again, in 
Friday the 13th: Part t. a 
1X. “ 

e 

Robert M. Price, 
a writer for The Door, 
the great journal of 
Christian satire, re- 
cently published his 
Excerpts From the Po- 
litically Correct Re- 
vised Standard Ver- 
sion, among which was 
Mark 14:3-6: “And 
while he was at Beth- 
any in the house of 
Simon the dermato- 
logically challenged, as 
he sat at the table en- 
joying a vegetarian 
meal, a woman came 
with an alabaster jar 
of ointment of pure 
perfume, very costly, 
and she broke the jar 
and poured it over his 
head. But there were 
some whosaid tothem- 
selves indignantly, 
‘Why was the ointment 
thus wasted? For this 
ointment might have been sold for more than three 
hundred denarii, and given to the poor.’ And they 
reproached her. But Jesus said, ‘Of course! You’re 
right! What was I thinking of? Here, let’s see if we 
can scrape some of it up.” The Door is a 38-page bi- 
monthly magazine expertly edited by Billboard mu- 
sic columnist Bob Darden of Waco, and you can get 
it for $26 a year, payable to: The Door, 1565 Cliff Rd., 
Suite 3-450, St. Paul, MN 55122-9956. 





... Wherein we report from the 
anderground, the counter-cul€ure, 
Che out-of-€the-mainstream, and the 
Loonie fringe of publishing, music, 
movies, Comic books, and other 
places where misfits dwell. 





Guess who’s out of retirement? 


€ 

John Woo, direc- 
tor of the legendary 
Hong Kong megahit 
The Killer, learned 
how to make movies 
from watching the 
films of... Francois 
Truffaut. We know 
this because we read 
M.A.M.A. (itstands for 
“Martial Arts Movie 
Associates”), a chop- 
socky zine edited by 
Ric Meyers of West- 
port, Connecticut, au- 
thor of the classic ref- 
erence Martial Arts 
Movies: From Bruce 
Lee to the Ninjas, and 
published by Bill 
Connolly of Holly- 
wood. (Bill also puts 
out the exhaustive 
Spaghetti Cinema, a 
guide to Italian exploi- 
tation.) Anyway, Woo, 
who is not often inter- 
viewed, told M.A.M.A. 
that he'll probably be 
leaving Hong Kong in 
1997, when ownership 
reverts from the 
United Kingdom back 
to China. “I know that 
the new government 
won't allow me any 
freedom of speech nor 
freedom of creation,” 


anaes . ona says the director of 20 


films in 19 years. “I 
can’t approve of totali- 
tarianism, and I know 
that people like my- 
self will be crushed by 
the new regime. I’d 
like to move to Los 
Angeles, but if it’s not 
possible, ’'d be happy 
to go to Canada or to 
Europe.” The same issue of M.A.M.A. also includes 
interviews with Liu Chia Hui, known in the West 
as Gordon Liu, star of many Shaolin movies, and 
with Jean-Claude Van Damme. The 18-page quar- 
terly is $10 a year, payable to: William Connolly, 
6635 DeLongpre #4, Hollywood, CA 90028. 
€ 

An excellent horror magazine, searching for a 

reason to exist, sometimes satirical, sometimes con- 





versational, sometimes a journal of just plain ole 
good fiction—that’s about the best way we can de- 
scribe The Stake, a new venture by publisher and 
editor Bill Meyers, who also runs the small press, 
III Publishing, in San Francisco. (The title of The 
Stake evidently refers to the proverbial method of 
killing a vampire, but we’re not entirely sure about 
that.) The premiere issue has old-fashioned horror 
stories, like “The Skull,” by J.G. Eccarius (known to 
the underground press as the author of The Last 
Days of Christ the Vampire), as well as more contem- 
porary horror like “Invisible Boy,” a chilling story by 
Cliff Burns of Regina, Saskatchewan. Add in a few 
raving political essays that don’t 
seem to make much sense in the 
context of this zine, and you've got 
a promising start for a venture 
that doesn’t quite know where it’s 
going yet. If you want to test this 
36-page quarterly, send $3.95 for 
a single issue, $12 for a year, pay- 
able to: III Publishing, P.O. Box 
170363, San Francisco, CA 94117- 
0363. 
¥ 

The next movie in the Pup- 
petmaster series will actually be 
released in theaters—a reversal of 
the normal trend. Puppet Master: 
The Movie will be produced by 
Charles Band’s Full Moon En- 
tertainment for anywhere from $4- 
7 million, and released by Para- 
mount. It’s unclear as to whether 
the new flick will refer to the three 
Puppetmasters already released on 
video. 

€ 

We find fundamentalists scary. But we’ve also 
been in the same room with Madalyn Murray 
O’Hair, the nation’s most famous atheist, and we 
find her just as scary. She’s become as dogmatic as 
the Catholic church, and as uncompromising as a 
Baptist deacon. And she screams like a Pentecostal 
babbling in tongues. So recently it was nice to come 
across a group of pleasant atheists called the Free- 
dom From Religion Foundation of Madison, Wiscon- 
sin, run by a woman named Annie Laurie Gaylor, 
who also edits their monthly newspaper, Freethought 
Today. (Why do all atheist leaders have three names?) 
Although they frequently quibble over things that 
don’t seem all that important—for example, they’re 
trying to get the government to stop using churches 
as polling places—they mostly make their points by 
convicting Christians with their own words. For 
example, the Reverend Richard C. Halverson, 
Chaplain of the U.S. Senate, has been using his job 
to attack “secular humanists” (ho hum—can we 
retire this topic and move on?), and apparently he got 






William “Icky” Hickey, the man who started it all. 


so vile about it that he was sued by the Council for 
Democratic and Secular Humanism and forced by a 
federal judge to make a formal apology. A lot of the 
contributors to Freethought Today are “reformed” 
Christians of one sort or another, mostly ex-funda- 
mentalists who were appalled by something their 
church did. The paper is valuable mostly for its 
detailed, case-by-case description of dozens of clashes 
between church and state all over the country. They 
also seem to be proselytizing for the “Freethinkers” 
movement, and they emphasize how “nice” atheists 
are. The atheists they profile tend to be Good Sa- 
maritans. (Whoops! They aren’t going to like that 


metaphor.) In fact, it reads a little bit like... well. 
.. they’re really going to hate this. . . like a church 
bulletin. We highly recommend it. To get “the only 
freethought newspaper in the United States,” send 
$30 for a tax-deductible membership in the Freedom 
From Religion Foundation, or $20 for a subscription 
only (10 issues). These guys also sell all kinds of 
Yuppie atheist books, like Steve Allen on the Bible, 
Religion & Morality, atheist bumper stickers, athe- 
ist lapel pins, and even an atheist music video 
recorded live in a Unitarian church in Florida. (One 
of the songs is “Just Say No To God.”) Their in-house 
pamphlet, Ten Common Myths About Atheists, is 
free with every order. We’re not making this up. 
Subscription money is payable to: Freedom From 
Religion Foundation, Inc., P.O. Box 750, Madison, 
WI 53701. 
€ 

Snaps, the personal stream-of-experience zine 
published by Jack Green of New York City, is not 
$3, as reported in our review last summer. Jack 
informs us that it is free for the asking. So ask him: 
Jack Green, P.O. Box 3, New York, NY 10276-0003. 


This column wouldve been a lot funnier and won some awards, except . . . 


You Pissed Me Off! 


he New York Times just ran a list of ways to get 
rid of your bad mood when yow’re angry, with 
such recommended techniques as: 
“Reward yourself; treat yourself to something, 
like a special present or a meal out.” 
“Resolve to do better. Decide to try harder in the 
future. For example, ifone relationship ended badly, 





tell yourself you will work harder at the next one.” 

I won't go through the entire list, but the most 
amazing one of all is: 

“Use downward comparison. Remind yourself 
that you are not as badly off as, say, the Somalis.” 

Are you following this? Use the life of a starving 
person in Africa to give yourself an emotional lift! 

In fact, virtually every single suggestion made 
by the psychologists interviewed by the Times was 
some variation of “Distract yourself from thinking 
about it,” “Ignore it,” “Overwhelm it with something 
different,” or simply that old stand-by, used for 
thousands of years, “Lie to yourself.” 

Why don’t they just say, “Move to Honduras and 
change your name”? 

But what’s interesting to me about this is how 
there are fashions in psychology that change every 
few years. For example, what were we told in the 
fifties? 

“Control your temper.” Right? A mature person 
knew how to control that temper. Half the plays and 


movies written in the fifties are about people who 
finally go offthe deep end from trying to control their 
tempers. 

Then came the sixties. What were we told in the 
sixties? 

“Vent your rage!” The opposite of what we were 
told in the fifties. In other words, it was unhealthy to 
try to control it. That made you go 
crazy. (We knew this from all the 
movies, like Michael Landon in J 
Was a Teenage Werewolf. Every 
time he lost his temper, he turned 
into a wolf.) So the idea in the 
sixties was to go around yelling all 
the time. This made you an honest 
person. 

Now werre into the seventies. 
What do you do about anger? Talk 
about it. The best way to talk about 
it is in a group, like on The Bob 
Newhart Show, and then other 
people tell you what they think of 
your anger, and then it gradually 
goes away. We should have known 
this wasn’t going to work, because, 
after seven years of trying it, Mr. 
Carlen was still angry. 

To deal with your anger in the 
eighties you became an artist. You 
wrote punk songs. You stuck safety 
pins through your cheek. (Oh, okay, 
I know—it started in the seventies, 
but it got popular in the eighties.) You slamdanced. 
You wrote performance art pieces that got banned by 
the National Endowment for the Arts. You sprayed 
graffiti on fences—until somebody offered you a deal 
to direct music videos. Then you started realizing 
you weren't getting enough money, and so you got 
angry all over again—at the evil record company 
that won’t pay your money. But now there’s no way 
to fix the anger, because you're already an artist. 

I have an idea what the solution is gonna be in 
the nineties, though: 

Blame somebody. 

I was cheated. 

I was robbed. 

I was discriminated against. 

I went to a bad school. 

My parents never loved me. 

I have a disease. 

In other words, it’s not my goldurn fault. 

This one is already in wide use. If you wanna be 


hip, you should adopt it immediately. 
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Practical Demonkeeping (Christopher 
Moore): Fiendishly funny novel wherein a demon 
with a taste for human flesh munches his way 
through a small town only to come up against his 
arch-enemy, an ill-tempered, well-meaning genie 
who conspires with a Zen-spouting bait shop 
owner, a demonkeeper-with-a-heart-of-gold, and 
a motley collection of townsfolk to stop the demon 
and make the world safe for all mankind. Four 
whopping stars. ($18.95, St. Martin’s Press, 175 
Fifth Ave., New York, NY 10010.) 


Drive-In Theater 


Joe Bob’s Drive-In Theater appears on The Movie Channel 
every Saturday night at 11 p.m. Eastern, 10 Central, 9 Moun- 
tain, 11 Pacific. 

February 20: Freddy’s Dead: The Final Nightmare: New 
Line Cinema spoke a little too soon when they named this one. 
After one year of no Freddy income, they resurrected him for 
part 7. This is still the best Freddy Krueger movie since the 
original Nightmare on Elm Street, starring Lisa Zane as the 
_ social worker at a children’s shelter who finds out Freddy was 
her father (allowing Robert Englund to portray Freddy out of 
c makeup as well as in), with Yaphet Kotto as a psychiatrist 
_who’s an expert in dream studies, Shon Greenblatt as the last 
_ surviving teenager in Springwood, Ohio, and Lezlie Deane as 
a hot-blooded girl who knows her martial arts. This special- 
effects jamboree was directed by Rachel Talalay. Four stars. 
(Second feature: Terror at the Opera: Italian director Dario 
_ Argento’s horror masterpiece about a maniac obsessed with an 
operatic soprano played by Cristina Marsillach. Much of the 
story is told through the eyes of the killer, who likes to tie up the 
-_diva, bind her hands, and tape a row of straight pins under her 
eyes so that she’s forced to see him torture, murder and mutilate 
the people in her life. This is one of Argento’s most stylish films, 
full of horror based around the eyes and the animal world, 
especially ravens. Starring Ian Charleson, Urbano 
Barberini, Daria Nicolodo, Coralina Cataldi Tassoni, 
Antonella Vitale. Four stars.) 

February 27: Guns: Director/producer Andy Sidaris is 
back as Joe Bob’s special guest, with this classic Sidaris flick 
starring six Playboy Playmates, including three-time “Breast 
Actress” winner Dona Speir, with Erik Estrada as an evil 
South American drug smuggler who is trying to lure Dona to 
Vegas, coax her out of her sequined plunging-neckline party 
dress, and execute her in a casino showroom. Fortunately, Dona 
is being protected by American agents like Cynthia Brimhall, 
lead singer in Playboy’s Girls of Rock and Roll lounge show, 
nude oil-wrestlers Donna Spangler and Kym Malin, and Liv 
Lindeland, who did a centerfold eighteen years ago but still has 
intact torpedoes. Also featuring lots of stuff blowing up, two 
transvestite hitmen, and Devin Devasquez in a leopard-skin 
leotard, working out with Erik in his first on-screen sex scene 
(maybe his first sex scene of any kind). Four stars. (Second 
feature: The Brood: Perhaps the sickest genetic-DNA mutant 
movie ever made by David Cronenberg, which is saying a lot. 
Oliver Reed is a doctor of Psycho Plasmics responsible for 
experiments which cause Samantha Eggar to give birth to 
something that grows outside of her body, in a gooey bag that 
hangs off of her. Let’s not dwell on it. Four stars.) 

March 6: Zombie Island Massacre, Class of 1999. 





Smile, (+ doesn+ 
(eally Show 





te nad CA lionesty aad 


Latear ty about Wim that 
Shed fever Known ta w 
Loman beng before... 


WW, Wree Jank VW 


The Official Free Junk Policy: People all over the world 
send Joe Bob free junk, and Joe Bob gives it away at random, 
like Robin Hood. He doesn’t give it to the first person who 
asks for it. He gives it to the first person he notices who asks 
for it. This means whatever letter happens to be at the top 
of the stack whenever we open the mail. No dealers. Try to 
be specific. If you act like a jerk in your letter, you will 
receive no free junk for the rest of your life. 

Books 

The Words of Gandhi, The World According to Garp by John 
Irving, The World Almanac and Book of Facts 1982, The Yeast 
Connection by William G. Crook, M.D., The Yeast Syndrome by 
John Parks Towbridge, M.D. and Morton Walker, D.P.M.,Acciden- 
tal Empires by Robert S. Cringely, All My Children or The Real I- 
30 Corridor Story by George G. Gribbin, Almost Paradise by Susan 
Isaacs, Baedecker’s Amsterdam, The Antioch Review. 





Victory Over Communism! 


The Starlight Six Drive-In, on Moreland 
Avenue in Atlanta, has been designated a his- 
toric landmark. But there’s even better news. 
This drive-in, built in 1947, is doing record busi- 
ness under the management of Ron Bacon, who 
has run various drive-ins in California and Geor- 
gia for thirty-two years. Dave King of Atlanta 
reminds us that, with eternal vigilance, the drive- 
in will never die. 
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Maybe this will get the feminists off our backs. . . 


| Hate Lingerie. Really. I Do. 


t first I liked the idea of millions of American 
women walking around in public wearing lin- 
gerie. 
Okay, maybe it wasn’t millions. Maybe in the 
beginning it was just thousands. And maybe they all 
lived in New York. Or maybe it was hundreds, and 





eae =. 


they all lived in San Francisco. Or maybe it was just 
Madonna. 

But however it first started, I think I know when 
it entered the mainstream. It was when Frederick’s 
of Hollywood started selling Hooker Wear in the 
mall. And I’m not just talking leather mini-skirts. 
For the first time in history, you could go two doors 
down from Toys R Us and find a flouncy polyester 
wire-mesh negligee that made a woman look more 
nekkid than if she was nekkid, if you know what I 
mean and I think you do. 

But a lot of women refused to go into Frederick’s 
of Hollywood. It was fine for Friday nights in Akron 
singles-apartment complexes. But a lot of the women 
in the suburbs, married women, women who consid- 
ered themselves modest, didn’t exactly like to shop in 


a place where chartreuse garter belts dangled from 
the ceiling like sixties love beads. 

And that brings us to the real beginning of 
America’s obsession with lingerie—Victoria’s Se- 
cret. Victoria’s Secret is the Masterpiece Theater of 
lingerie. It’s British, it’s refined, it’s demure. It’s not 

the kind of place that tries to sell you cheap black 
fishnet stockings, orange hot pants, or eight-inch 
spiked heels. It’s the kind of place that tries to sell 
you expensive black fishnet stockings, magenta 
culottes, and forty-dollar foot warmers. 

As I say, I’m all in favor of this. I’m the kind of 
guy who goes down to the mall every Christmas 
when Victoria’s Secret puts out the “Help Wanted” 
sign. I’m the perfect employee. I’ll stand there all 
day, saying, “Here, try this one on. Now try this 
one on. I bet you would look great in this one.” 

But lately ’ve become a little confused by the 
whole thing. Because, in the last two years, the 
following things have happened: 

1) The feminist movement has attacked linge- 
rie as being demeaning to women. They’ve written 
elaborate articles on the “male gaze” and how it 
reduces women to objects and how lingerie is 
designed to appeal to it. 

2) The lesbian movement, on the other hand, 
has started wearing corsets, bras and “bustiers” 
on the outside of their clothing. (Apparently the 
Male Gaze and the Female Gaze are more alike 
than they thought.) 

3) More women than ever in the history of 
America—it’s somewhere up around 80 per cent— 
say they are “feminist.” 

4) More than half of all bras sold now have 
“underwire support.” 

5) We have a record number of topless bars, 
with more opening every day. (For those of you 

who don’t know, a topless dancer wears more linge- 
rie, and more types of lingerie, than any other 
working woman in America.) 

6) Construction-worker remarks—whistles, cat- 
calls, and the like—are now punishable by law in 
some cities. 

7) Macy’s, the ultimate middle-class American 
department store, has started selling G-strings. 

All of which leads me to ask the question, “Which 
is it?” 

They want us to look at their bodies, and they 
don’t want us to look at their bodies. 

How’s this for a male compromise? We'll keep 
looking, but we’ll act like we hate it. 

If you have a better idea, let me know immedi- 


ately. 
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Dear Joe Bob Briggs, 

You are one of the few comforts of my senes- 
cence. I wish I weren’t too arthritic to go to the drive- 
ins and see those great flicks you review, though 
sometimes I luck out and catch one on regular TV. I 
am one of the culturally deprived, since I don’t have 
cable or Home Box Office or a VCR, and I wish the 
government would pay some attention to that! 

I think you are pretty sharp, but I didn’t take you 
for Phi Beta Kappa material until I read your Dr. 
Seuss dream column. Will your alma mater agree 
not to sue if you disclose the name of the fortunate 
institution from which you matriculated? I would 
gladly turn over my Social Security checks to my 
grandsons if they sought their higher education 
there. 

Pay no attention to Senator Helms and keep 
Bobbing up. He is not interested in the spiritual 
needs of us old folks. 

P.S. My psychic is in touch with Dr. Seuss, and 
the Doc forgives you. 

Love you, 
Tillsie Megerman 
Berkeley, Calif. 


oe Bobis Advice = 


Dear Tillsie: 

I would vote for a Senior Citizens Bill that sent 
a few Chippendales dancers over to the federally- 
supported Senior Citizens Centers every day—after 
all, 80 per cent of the people that go there are women. 
Don’t you think the places would become a lot more 
popular? 


Dear Joe Bob, 

Your column about culture vultures cracked me 
up. I even mailed some copies to my friends. Pres- 
ently, I’m dating a doctor and I have to attend a wide 
variety of these dreaded events. 

Joe Bob, I’m 33 years old and I'd rather attend an 
Alice Cooper concert than suffer through another 
George Winston or Kronos Quartet concert. I was 
born and raised in Minneapolis and I loathe Garri- 
son Keillor. His books are a snore-fest. 

Dave Melbourne 
Houston 
Dear Dave: 

Wouldn't you like to drive Garrison Keillor to the 
South Bronx, drop him off on a street corner, and say, 
“Okay, go ahead, make us laugh”? 





This Week's Contest 


Robert Johnston of Vallejo, California: “I am 
going to give you some information about a movie I 
saw about one year ago, and I hope from this you can 
tell me the title. A couple were driving along a 
country road when they had an accident or car 
trouble. They started walking and came to a grave- 
yard where they met an extremely well dressed 
couple who were going to put the first couple to death 
but spared them for a little while so they could watch 
a number of dancers do their dances. All the dancers 
were strippers hired to do the movie dances. I think 
the couple escaped because daylight started coming 
on.” 


A video will be awarded to one correct answer each issue (In 
the event of a tie, a drawing will be held.) Send “Find That Flick” 
questions and solutions to We Are the Weird, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, 


TX 75221. 
We Have A Winner! 


In the November 16 issue, Ken DeBonis of 
Lynn, Massachusetts wrote: “There is a movie I 
would like to see. I don’t remember the title, but the 
plot is: A sausage maker grinds people into pet food. 


The pets get a taste for human can-o’-peas, go nuts 
and dine on, dine on, etc.” 

This one was so easy that we had 28 correct 
answers, So our winner was chosen by drawing—and 
he is Karl Bunker of Brookline, Massachusetts, 
who wrote: “Ken is undoubtedly referring to the 
unmissable epic The Corpse Grinders of 1971. (How 
could he have forgotten a title like that?!) The premise 
of this no-budget classic is that a couple of good ol’ 
boys who run a cat food company decide to save 
money on their raw materials by (you guessed it) 
grinding (you guessed it) corpses to make their puss- 
chow. The downside of this little exercise in innova- 
tive capitalism is that the little Morrises ‘having 
tasted human flesh’ develop a fondness for the stuff 
and start chowing down on their owners. A neat little 
flick. Numerous dead bodies, multifarious gratu- 
itous top-heavy women prancing around in lingerie, 
lots of bizarre and oddball characters, boundlessly 
bad acting, ferocious killer kitties, etc., etc. The 
Corpse Grinders was at one time available from 
World Video Pictures; I don’t know about its current 
status.” 

Additional information came from our 27 run- 
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ners-up... 

Mike DeAngelo of Syracuse: “I don’t remember 
much, having seen it at a drive-in half blitzed out of 
my mind on near-beer, in 1976. But I think it was 
about some mad professor and his henchman put- 
ting bodies on this cheap conveyor belt that led to a 
cardboard box full of colored lights and they came out 
the other side looking like Alpo. They sold it as cat 
food and the cats attacked their owners at feeding 
time. The heroes were some greasy-haired doctor 
and his bimbo nurse with a skirt high enough to be 
a belt, and eventually they brought about the mad 
profs demise, himself falling onto the conveyor belt 
and becoming bacon bits.” 

Eric Hyman of Fayetteville, North Carolina: 
“The Corpse Grinders was a Halloween tradition at 
the Rutgers Graduate Student Association fifteen or 
so years ago and may still be, so it can’t be very 
obscure or difficult to locate. I remember it as a very 
modest movie in talent, budget, and otherwise (the 
female star strips down all the way to her underwear 
but no further if you know what I mean [etc.]). For 
some reason the catfood maker does not bother to 
disrobe the corpses before grinding them up, so the 
kitties are getting a lot of polyester with their pro- 
tein. The assistant corpse grinder was supposed to be 
a pegleg but you could see the rest of his leg bent 
behind him.” 

Brian Johnson of Greenville, Pennsylvania: 
“Ted V. Mikels’ The Corpse Grinders actually hit 
number 11 on the weekly Top 50 box office list. 
Mikels, currently living in Las Vegas with seven (!) 
women, also directed such drive-in classics as The 
Astro-Zombies, The Doll Squad and Blood Orgy of 
the She-Devils, on budgets so low they often called 
for Mikels himself to do most of the work (i.e., 
direction, cameraman, music, etc.), which proves to 
me that he loves to make movies, and, of course, 
that’s what it’s all about.” 

D.L. Bogart of Joplin, Missouri: “It could only 
be Ted V. Mikels’ 1971 The Corpse Grinders, where 
a pet-food company that takes ‘hire-the-handicapped’ 
to the extreme buys corpses from a grave-robbing 
couple to homogenize into Tender Vittles. The title 
mechanization was a large cardboard box with flash- 
ing lights and knobs attached, terminating in a 
sausage grinder. Ted was featured in the Discovery 
Channel’s recent rebroadcast of Britain’s Channel- 
4-produced The Incredibly Strange Film Show.” 

Phillip Francis of Lexington, Kentucky: “The 
Corpse Grinders is definitely one of the all-time 
worst. The cat ‘attacks’ are hilarious. Someone obvi- 
ously throws a docile feline from off-camera at the 
poor put-upon actors who then have to toss the 
frightened kitty around so it will look like they are 
being ferociously attacked! The poster for this atroc- 
ity promised: “The Corpse Grinders Turn Bones and 
Flesh Into Screaming, Savage Blood Death!’ Whew! 
I know the video is available from most mail-order 


dupe houses like Video Vault.” 

Raisin Blowme of Buffalo, New York: “The 
inimitable Ted V. Mikels also foisted on an unsus- 
pecting public The Astro Zombies and The Doll 
Squad, which was ripped off and recreated for TV as 
none other than Charlie’s Angels. An inveterate 
womanizer, Mikels lived with several women in a 
‘castle’ who were used to fill out the casting of his 
films.” 

Robert Larch of Oklahoma City: “The Corpse 
Grinders starred Sean Kenney, Monika Kelly and 
Sanford Mitchell and was available from 
Westernworld Video. I don’t think that it is still in 
print.” 

Richard Linoleum of Park Forest, Illinois: 
“The Corpse Grinders was previously listed as avail- 
able from Movies Unlimited, 59-5007, $59.99, but is 
no longer listed in the 1993 catalog. Not particularly 
well staged or acted (to put it mildly), the film 
nevertheless has moments that Roger Corman might 
have been proud of. Producer-director-editor-music 
director Ted V. Mikels. Screenwriters Arch Hall and 
Joseph L. Cranston. ‘For cats who like people.” 

Mark Ogden of West Paterson, New Jersey: 
“The Corpse Grinders is available from its videocas- 
sette distributor, Western World Video of North 
Hollywood, 1-800-347-TAPE, item #1024. P.S. Also 
check out Mikels’ The Astro-Zombies for the pre- 
miere of drive-in queen Tura Satana.” 

Gregory Nicoll of Atlanta: “Didja know there 
was a recent theatrical musical adaptation of The 
Corpse Grinders?” 

F. Lee Snavely of Richmond, Virginia: “That 
wonderfully trashy feline version of Sweeney Todd, 
The Corpse Grinders, was shown at one time as part 
of a drive-in double bill with The Undertaker and His 
Pals (1967) and/or The Embalmer (1964). Naturally, 
Sinister Cinema has copies available.” 

J. Parker of Crestview, Florida: “I saw The 
Corpse Grinders at the now defunct Capital Drive-In 
of Tallahassee, Florida, on a double bill with another 
T.V. Mikels film called The Worm Eaters. The Corpse 
Grinders is a laughably bad movie but good enter- 
tainment.” 

Erich Mees of Dunwoody, Georgia: “I rented 
The Corpse Grinders once, thinking that it might be 
fun, but it’s just dull. While I was watching it, I 
actually found the whirring from my VCR more 
interesting than the movie. The plot offers great 
opportunities for black humor or genuine scares, but 
the movie doesn’t deliver either. I recommend Eat- 
ing Raoul or Motel Hell, two good drive-in movies in 
a similar vein, instead.” 

Bob Campbell of Weymouth, Massachusetts: 
“I got my copy of The Corpse Grinders from the used 
video bin (“Your Choice—$5.95’) at my local rental 
store. Other savage kitty videos available currently 
are Night of a Thousand Cats, a Eurohorror movie 


available only in a severely edited version, and The 
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Uncanny, a 1985 release starring Peter Cushing, 
which is really quite good. The Media video release 
is currently out of print, but may be available for rent 
locally. Cat’s Eye (1985) and Tales From the Darkside: 
The Movie (1990) have good ‘bad kitty’ stories by 
Stephen King. Someday a man like Charles Band 
will see the potential in Byron Liggett’s short story 
The Cat Man (1960). There’s a great movie possibil- 
ity here.” 

Tim Murphy of El Monte, California: “Ken 
actually has two films mentally smushed together— 
1972’s The Mad Butcher with Victor Buono as the 
titular character who makes humans into sausages 
before falling into his own meat grinder and emerg- 
ing as a Buono-size pile of wurst. However, only 
humans eat the human-based sausage. The pet food 
tangent must be from The Corpse Grinders, where 
the makers of ‘Lotus’ cat food use people as kitty 
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fodder—and not a speck of cereal! 
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he back reads: 


sales tax if you EX. 


Send in now for a year’s subscription (new, renewal or gift) of We 
Are the Weird and we'll send youa personally autographed 1993 
binder for $10. Offer expires March 31, 1993. 


| & Yes, here’s $45 for a year’s subscription and 1993 
binder—$80 in foreign countries. 
Make that $35 for a full year—$70 in foreign countries. 


Put me down for a half-year of hiney-kicking for $19.95. 
(Available in U.S. only) 
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Iron Joe Bob, $19 ea. 
The Cosmic Wisdom of Joe Bob Briggs, $17.95 ea. 


A Guide to Western Civilization, or My Story, 
$9.95 ea. 


Joe Bob Goes Back to the Drive-In, $10.95 ea. 


Ronald E. White of Fort Worth: “My best guess 
is a 1972 German/Italian film called The Mad 
Butcher, aka Meat Is Meat, aka The Strangler of 
Vienna. It starred Victor Buono and John Ireland. I 
saw it several years ago on Elvira’s TV program.” 

Also answering correctly were Gerald Enrico 
of Hoboken, New Jersey; Lisa B. Herskovits of 
New York City; Marty Ketola of Tucson; Terry 
Maher of Stow, Ohio; William H. Perkins of 
Marietta, Georgia; Wes Pierce of Orlando; James 
Roberson of Dubach, Louisiana; John Scoleri of 
Santa Clara, California; Brian Thomas of Chicago; 
Graham Trievel of Lionville, Pennsylvania; and 
Stephen Weakley of Elk Grove Village, Illinois. 


Find That Flick’ Update 


We have additional information on a previous 
“Find That Flick” movie—Superstar: The Karen 
Carpenter Story, the movie made entirely with stop- 


A GUIDE TO 
WESTERR 
CIVILIZATION 





$2.00 shipping and handling per book. TX residents must add 8.25% sales tax. Please allow 4-6 weeks for delivery. 


1993 Binders Are Here! 


They’re still street-walkin’ red with the We Are the Weird joao : 
and year. 1990 through 1992 also available. eee each o or 
$24.95 for two. . 
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Back Issues Galore! | 
$4 per single back issue. — | 
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et issue of We Are the Weird ever published, plus! binders: S 
200 


Complete list of back issues available upon request. Pleasca note . 
that some of the issues have mailing labels on them, but all are 
in good condition. Also, a few issues have sold out and ut Oe 
replaced with xerox copies. _ 


Buy a Year, Get Autographed ’93 Binder for $10! 


Name 
Address 
City 
Charge Card # 

Check one: MC___Visa___ 
Signature 


a 


Exxp.Date: 


| 
Mare all checks payable to We Are the Weird, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221 


motion Barbie dolls. At the time 
we wrote about it, we couldn’t 
come up with the name of a dis- 
tributor, but then we heard from 
Marsha McLaughlin of San Luis 
Obispo, California: “Apparatus 
Productions in New York City, 
212-219-1990, is the distributor. 
Superstar is available for rental at 
video stores in most major cities. I 
located a copy at Mondo Video on 
Vermont in Los Angeles, 213-953- 
8896. Todd Haynes, the director, 
is having ‘problems’ with Mattel. 
That’s why the movie can be rented 
out but not ‘sold.” 


Free Ad for 
Video 
Collectors 


If you collect and want to trade 
videos, Joe Bob will give you a free 
ad (up to twenty words—60 cents 
each additional word). No busi- 
nesses. No dealers. Just send infor- 
mation to P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 
5221. 





Joe Bob’s Classifieds | 


| 


Books 


Hot off the press! The Bare Facts Video 
Guide—Third Edition. This 620 page book 
locates which video tapes contain nude 
scenes of your favorite actor or actress. 
Only $11.95 (plus $2 S&H). The Bare Facts, 
Dept. W, P.O. Box 3255, Santa Clara, CA 
95055-3255. (408) 249-2021. 


Fanzines 


It’s—The Monty Python fanzine! News, re- 
views, interviews. #13 out in January with 
“Pole to Pole,” Douglas Adams. Send $3 to 
P.O. Box 365, University Station, Syracuse, 
NY 13210. 

The Bovine Gazette—“Too weird for words.” 
$1. P.O. Box 2263, Pasadena, CA 91102. 


Video Sales 


The Video Guide to Creative Revenge shows 
over 50 hilarious non-violent ways to get 
even with rude neighbors, cheating lovers, 
tyrannical bosses and other bullies. Free 
information: 1-800-544-7482 (WAW). 


| Get Yours—Dirt Cheap! | 


Place a personal ad or message, sell or trade videos, publicize events! Whatever! Fax 
| your ad to 214-368-2310 and charge to Visa/MasterCard for $1 additional fee (don't 
| forget your signature and expiration date) or mail your ad with check payable toWe Are 

The Weird, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. Deadline is 5 p.m. every Monday. Your ad 

will appear in approximately three weeks. Display advertising is $75 per inch. 
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| 
| 


Section 

Name 
| MasterCard/Visa # 
e- 


Joe Bob Briggs 
P.O. Box 2002 
Dallas, TX 75221 


$10 for 15 words, 60 cents each additional word 
Run the ad a second time at half price! 


Day phone 
Exp. Date 
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Brinke Stevens fans can obtain both vol- 
umes of Dark Romances from Facets Multi- 
media, 1-800-222-8333. “A new look for hor- 
ror’—Variety. On high quality VHS hi-fi, 
$39.95, Mastercard and Visa accepted. Color 
posters available, with art by Rocketeer’s 


Dave Stevens. 
e@ 





Scream Queen Hot Tub Party—Special lim- 
ited edition video! Includes free color glossy 
photo of the girls without their towels! Only 
$29.95 plus $3.50 S&H. VHS only. Ameri- 
can-Independent Productions, P.O. Box 
1901, Hollywood, CA 90078. 18 and older. 
Carl J. Sukenick’s Mutant Massacre. VHS 
$29.95. Blood, nudity, violence. Free cata- 
log from CJS Films, c/o Sukenick, 10 Bur- 
gundy A, Delray Beach, FL 33484. 


Video Trades 


Wanted—Ann Margaret’s Kitten With a 
Whip. Will trade/pay dearly. Write Mark, 
32 E. 2nd Ave., Mesa, AZ 85210. 





Wanted: I Married a Monster From Outer 
Space (VHS). Write to Shannon MacGregor, 
14100 W. Russell Rd.,Zion, IL 60099. 


Miscellaneous 


Weird drive-ins wanted! Or any offbeat 
drive-in for photodocumentary project. 
Movies shown on the side of a building, 
screens in lake? Also, huge or busy drive- 
ins? The last one in your city or state? 
Please write to: Drive-In Documentary, P.O. 
Box 9106, Santa Fe, NM 87504. 


TOTAL MADNESS! 


AIL ORDER MADNESS is an eclectic new catalog/ 
review packed with weird products, exotic mer- 
chandise, strange classified ads. . .and more. We research 
1000's of sources to bring you the most off-beat products 
in the world! First issue is FREE!. Write MOM, PO Box 
6283, Annapolis, MD 21401. Not for the fainthearted! 







